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Problem Child 


Author's Notes: 

N'e joined livejournal recently and have been made aware by a certain person (looks at trinny*) of the 
5Okinkyprompts challenge. This intrigued me no end, ahem, and I\'m now doing it. The prompt for this one was: 
Age Play. 

"Hey James! Hey James!” 

Nooooo. 


"Jaaaaames, c'mon, | know you're awake." 


No, no l'm not. l'm in a beautiful dream land where everything is made of candy and you have permanent 
laryngitis, Lars. 


"C'mon, | know you'll like this one.” 


| won't, | know | won't. I've hated every single one of your stupid Halloween costume ideas so far, this one won't 
be any different. I've already seen your pencil costume, your morkey costume, your Tommy Lee costume (that 
was just lazy, it's a frikken thong, Lars!) and your stupid apple costume. Its now Zam and | don't want to see 


another fucking costume! 


"James, | promise this is the last one. The absolute last one. If you don't like this one I'll stop and we can go to 


bed." 


| open one eye a slit, peek out at him. He isn't there, his voice is coming from the around the corner, outside 


the room. Well, if it's the last one.. 

"Do you promise it's the last one?" 

"Ah HAH," | hear him exclaim, "I knew you weren't asleep! Now sit up and look at this one!" 

| groan and pull myself into a sitting position, force my eyes open with my fingers holding my eyelids. 
"Alright, show me." 

"Could you please be a little more enthusiastic? | spent some time on this one." 

| feel my eyes begin to twitch, "Just get the fuck in here Lars or | swear to God." 


Before | can finish that sentence he swans into the room and | have to admit l'm a little lost for words. What 


the fuck is he thinking? 
"Hmm, | thought you'd like this one. | reckon Angus Young'd be proud." 
"A schoolboy! You're going as a schoolboy for Halloween? That's just not right, man" 


"No, I'm going as a member of ACDC, it's completely different and not wrong at all. You're just jealous you 


didn't think of it first." 


He turns around to fiddle with the little hat on his head in the mirror. He keeps tugging at the tie and trying 
to pull it straight. The tries to pull down the shorts at the back to cover more of his thighs but doesn't get 
far and gives up. | feel myself lick my lips. 


"Yes Lars, l'm jealous | didn't think to go as a naughty schoolboy for Halloween. Just make sure you stay away 
from any clergy dressed like that." 


He turns and pouts at me, "What? I'm dressed like a school boy so I'm automatically naughty am |? Typical. You 
have to make everything about sex, don't you? | couldn't just express my love for ACDC could |, | have to be 


naughty too!" 


"Well, if the school uniform fits..." 


He throws a brush at me, | manage to dodge it pretty easily. He's smiling though, running the tie through his 
fingers. 


"You think I'm naughty? You gonna send me to detention?" 


"Depends what you've done wrong." | shrug, crossing my arms and smiling at him, "If it's bad you may just get 


the paddle." 


‘Oh, Master Hetfield," he says, putting on what is possibly the worst English accent I've ever heard, "I've 


forgotten me ‘omework, please don't be too angry wif me" 


"Well, young Mr Ulrich, this is the third time this week you've forgotten it. Do you have an excuse for your 


behaviour?" 
"Well, | ‘twas busy you see, sweeping the chimneys ‘n all. And | just plum forgot it at me aunty's ‘ouse." 


| probably shouldn't have let him watch Oliver. He comes and sits down on my lap, putting his arms around my 
neck. The shorts ride even further up his thighs. 


"That's a terrible excuse, Mr Ulrich. The worst excuse I've ever heard in all of my time being a headmaster! 
You should be ashamed of yourself!" 


"Oh, | am, Master Hetfield. I'm soo ashamed. What can | do to make it better?" 

| don't think you can make it better, Ulrich. You'll just have to take your punishment like all the other boys." 
He squirms on my lap when | say ‘punishment and breathes out in a little shudder. | start pulling the bottom 
of his shirt out from where it's been tucked into the shorts. | move my fingers under the white cotton and 
tickle his stomach. His eyes close for a second and then open again 

"W-what's my punishment going to be?" he gasps. 


"Well, | suppose we'll start with a paddling.” 


| grab him by the hair and pull him off my legs so he's standing next to the bed. Then | nod down to my knees 
and give my best shit eating grin, 


‘Lay down, Mr Ulrich." 


He sort of squirms in my hand, "You're not serious are you?" 


| raise one eyebrow, "Do you even have to ask at this point?" 


He squirms a little more, indecision on his face. | think he realises I'm not about to let go of his hair any time 


soon though, so he lays down over my thighs, his bottom poking up and his hands on the floor. 


| squeeze his buttocks a few times through the shorts, run my hands down his thighs, "This will hurt me 
more than it's going to hurt you, Mr Ulrich." 


He snorts from his position, "Wanna bet?" 
| growl, "You just earned yourself another 5, Ulrich. For impertinence." 


"Another five?" he grunts, "How many was | going to get before? What sort of scale are we working with 


here? Is there some sort of system in place for appeals?" 


| grab him by the hair and pull him up, twisting his back painfully, "You just got yourself another 10 for being 
a mouthy little slut!" 


He moans when | drop him. | grab the back of the pants and pull them down so his beautiful ass is exposed. | 
know there isn't much stretch in the pants, | know they're probably pretty tight over his cock now, | know the 
waist band is probably digging in and hurting him. 

Perfect. 


"Twenty-five. That's what you get now, Ulrich. IO for the missing homework, five for impertinence and another 


IO for mouthing off. Think you can handle that, boy?" 
He nods from his position and wiggles his butt in my face. Hmm, it's still a bit too easy.. 


"And.for every noise you make, you get another five added onto the end. You hear that, boy? Think you can 
keep your trap shut for 25?" 


He shudders, | know he's trying to stop himself from groaning. | see him nod, slowly. This has thrown him off a 
bit, | can tell. 


"Good boy." 
| bring my hand down for the first smack. The sound of flesh hitting flesh is loud in the quiet room. He wiggles 
a little and | can see his face moving slightly, as if he's trying to keep his mouth shut. Fuck! It's hot when he's 


quiet for me. 


The first 10 are easy for him, too easy. | can see him still working his face on the floor. He's trying so hard to 


be quiet, but | know he can try harder. | move from hitting his buttocks to hitting the back of his thighs. | can 


feel him quiver underneath me. 

"You have such a pretty ass, boy. All of you is fucking pretty.’ 

He doesn't say anything, doesn't make a sound. He's working so hard to stay quiet. | can see his knuckles are 
white on the carpet with the exertion | take a little break and spend some time just squeezing his ass, kneading 
the flesh. He never makes a sound even when | get rough. 

| give him another five smacks. He jerks with every one this time, his eyes are closed and his mouth is 
working silently. | think it may be time to take it up a notch. | part his buttocks and run a finger down the 
cleft, his head snaps back to look at me. | can read his face so well: 

"You changed the rules!" his face says. 

| just laugh, "Got a problem, boy?" 

| start playing with his hole, pushing against it with my index finger. No lube, nothing. He knows what's coming. 
"Do you have something to say, Ulrich?" | ask as | push the finger inside. 

His head drops and | can hear pants, no noise though. | start to thrust with the finger, twisting and pushing 
inside of him. He starts to buck against it and squirm, | hold him down with my other hand on his shoulder, 
pressing him down 

"You only make it worse when you struggle, boy. You have to take your punishment like everyone else!" 

| can feel the red heat of his cock pressing against my thighs through my pants, he's squirming is rubbing it 
against me. | push a second finger inside him and his whole body straightens, his legs forming one straight line 


with his spine and head. 


And that's when | hear it.the smallest little whine. Normally he'd be screaming and babbling by now, that's just 


how Lars is. I'm amazed he lasted as long as he did. 
"What was that?" | snarl. 
He freezes and looks over his shoulder at me, | don't think he thought | heard. 


"I can see that normal methods of discipline are not effective on you, Mr Ulrich! We'll have to try some other 


means of getting through to you." 


| pull my fingers out of his ass and push him off my knees so he falls onto the floor with a little ‘oof! There's 
a sharp intake of breath as | stand over him, he's kneeling at my feet. 


"Get up! Up!" 

| pull him by the tie until he's standing, trembling in front of me. The tie is mess now, hanging loose around his 
neck. | grunt and run my hands over the length of his torso a few times, groping him really, rubbing his 
crotch and ass in particular. 

"If you're not going to wear the uniform properly, boy, you don't get to wear it at all. 

He gives a sweet little gasp as | grab him by the shoulder and with one quick downward movement of my 
hand, rip open the shirt. A small ‘ping’ noise can be heard as one of the plastic buttons hits the mirror. Then, 
it's the shorts, | force them open. His cock doesn't need much encouragement to come out. 

| don't know how it works, but having him exposed like this is almost fucking hotter than if he were completely 
naked. Especially when he keeps trying to pull the shirt closed and cover himself like that, playing all coy and 
innocent. 

"What are we going to do with you, Ulrich? What are we going to do." 

| circle him a few times, picking up little pieces of cloth as | look between my fingertips and examining him 
closely. He stays so perfectly still, perfectly silent, eyes downcast like he knows he should be.. perfect. I'm so 
lucky to have him. 

| push up close to him, we'd be hugging if | put my arms around him, whisper in his ear. 

"Get on the bed, boy. You know what to do..” 

He whimpers and nods, his eyes close and he bites his bottom lip. He gets down on all fours and crawls onto 
the bed. He sits back on his knees and waits for me, waits for me to decide what to do with him. There are so 


many options. 


| stroke his head a few times while | think, he pushes back against my hand like a cat. Like the sweet, purring 
little kitten he is. | want to hear his voice. 


"What do you have to say for yourself, boy?" 

He doesn't say anything at first, he knows not waste words at times like this, so | give him a little shake. 
"Im so sorry about the homework, Sir" 

Sir? | could get used to that 


"You should be, Ulrich," | pull his head back and kiss him roughly, forcing my tongue past his lips and teeth, 


pushing him down onto the mattress. He whimpers a little when | pull back and pull the torn shirt open again. | 
run a hand down his body from neck to pelvis, enjoying how smooth his skin feels. 


"What am | going to do with you, boy?" He knows what to say. 

"Anything you want," he whispers. 

"That's right. Whatever | want. Get me the cuffs." 

He moves like oil over the bed spread, reaching into the bed side table where we keep them. He places them on 
the sheets in front of me and sticks his wrists out for me to cuff. | cuff one and then twist the handcuffs 
through the bars of the bed's headboard before cuffing the other. He returns to kneeling on the sheets, 
waiting for me again. 


He looks so good, so obedient. But something's not right.. 


"| don't like your shorts. You don't get to wear them anymore," | snap, grabbing the offensive material by the 
waistband and pulling them down from behind him. 


He whines when | rip them more but | don't really care, I'll buy him another fucking pair. Shit! I'll buy him a 
thousand school boy outfits at the rate things are going! 


He's naked from the waist down then, but still wearing the torn shirt and tie. | grab his hips and force his legs 
apart with my knee, he's leaning over on the bed spread on his elbows. | lean down and bite him on his red ass. 


"You look so fucking dirty, all spread open like this," | growl at him, he moans in return, "It suits you, you know. 


Looking like a fucking slut suits you just fine." 

His head drops down onto the comforter and | can feel his breath speeding up. 

"Let's see how much of a slut you can be, hmm? Let's find out how much you can take." 

| get off the bed and saunter over to the closet. | know he can see me, | know he sees when | go into the draw 
where we keep all of our toys, | know because he starts groaning and | can hear him pulling at the cuffs. | 
chuckle, those aren't the ones he can undo by himself. There's no getting away. 

He still tries to pull away when | throw the dildos on the bed, shrinks back against the headboard. 


"Aw, don't be like that. You know you'll like it, boy. You always end up loving it” 


He watches, legs shaking as | pour lube over one of the smaller dildos. Then | grab him by the thigh and pull 
him close to me, back to where he was when | left the bed. | lube up his ass and then slowly push it into him. 


He gives a soft little gasp as it fills him and his eyelids flutter closed. | push it in and out of him a few times 
before pulling it out and replacing it with the dildo one size up. | don't want to spend too much time on the 
small ones.. 

The next one starts to really stretch him, he gives a little wail when it enters him and slumps down onto the 
mattress even more. | thrust it in and out, alternating rhythms between fast and slow, shallow thrusts and 
deep ones. | alter the angle slightly, so I'm hitting his prostrate and he beings to move with me, looking over 


his shoulder to watch me work. 


He doesn't like when | pull this one out, he shudders when he feels it leave him. | look down at my choices, 


there are a few larger fake cocks to play with or maybe.. 
Oh, this is good. 


The phallus | slide into him next isn't as large as the last one and Lars notices. He looks over his shoulder at 


me, a little confusion apparent on his face. That is, until, | hold up the remote.. 
and press the ‘ort button 

"HOLY FUCK!" 

| laugh, rub my hand over his thighs again 

"You like that one?" 

"Y-yes. Oh, fuck yes | like this one” 

"| thought you would” 


| look closer at the little remote. Fuck, why is the writing on these things always so tiny? | think this button 


makes it go faster.. 


Lars' back arches and he starts gasping for breath. Hmm, | guess | was right. That means this one makes it go 


slower.. 
Lars relaxes against the pillows a little, his eyes close and he bites down on his lower lip again. 
| wonder what this one does then.. 


Pressing this button makes Lars jump up and make a rather surprised ‘ooh: | guess | just found the ‘pulse’ 


setting. Awesome. 


| sit back, get comfortable. Then | start really having fun First | try slowly increasing the speed of the 


vibrations. He moans and bucks when it gets faster, pulling against the cuffs holding him in place. Then | bring 
him back down slowly. | switch between medium and low for a while and he starts whining, licking his lips and 


grinding against the bed. 
"Oooh, djjamess, oh God.fuuuuck. Fuuuuuuck!" 


He cries out and gives a little jerk when | start playing with the ‘pulse’ button again. | place the remote down 
on the pillows, just inches out of his reach, and stretch. 


‘lm thirsty," | stand and scratch my stomach, "I'm gonna get a beer. You want anything?" 
"James..oh please..don't.don't do this..." 
"Ok, if you're sure you don't want anything, but I'm not going down to the kitchen again." 


He wails in frustration as | start walking out the door. | can see him attempting to reach the remote with his 


cuffed hands and failing miserably. 
"Oh! Almost forgot." 


| turn and pick up the remote, he breathes a sigh and almost begins to thank me. That's before | switch it up 
to the highest setting and put it well outside his reach on the dressing table. His head snaps back, no sound 
makes it out of his mouth and he collapses down on the mattress. 


| whistle as | walk down the stairs, | can hear him groaning all the way into the kitchen. | grab myself a beer, 
and an extra just in case. Then | use the bathroom and go through today's mail, just for something to do 
before | head back upstairs. 


He's a mess when | come back into the room. He's given up fighting, resisting. He's just lying on the bed, mouth 
open, shuddering every few seconds. | take a sip of my beer and press the cool can against his forehead to 
bring him back. His eyes flutter open and look up at me, no coherent thought apparent. 


| pull him up by the tie around his neck and press the can's opening against his bitten red lips. He sucks down 
the beer greedily, a small trail of it not making it inside his lips and spilling down over his chin and onto his 


chest. | let him drink half the can before | pull it away from him. 


| go over to the dresser and pick up the remote, examine the buttons again before looking back at him. His 
hips are jerking with every pulse of the vibrator within him, he's just riding it now. | pull off my shirt and 
jeans, stroke my cock a few times. | slowly turn the vibrations down until it's off. Climbing back on the bed | 
hug him close to me and gently pull it out of him. 


"You practically wore this out, boy. Don't you have any standards, do you?" 


He pushes up against me, tries to rub against my side wantonly. | grab his cock in one hand and pump it a few 


times, he starts to pant and grunt. 

"Fuck! You can't stop yourself, can you? You just want my cock inside you, don't you?" 

"Ahh, yes! Yes, | do. James, please..fuck me, fucking ride me.'ll do anything.” 

| push him back down onto his elbow and knees again, he spreads them without me having to even tell him. | 
rub a little lube on my cock and push myself into him fast. Fuck! Even after all | put him through tonight, his 
ass is still amazingly tight. | start thrusting into him, not bothering to start out slow, just fucking him 
ruthlessly. 

| rub my nails into his hips, knowing I'll leave marks but not caring. He moans when | lean over him and start 
rubbing his cock again. He's panting and whining, pushing back against me. | grab a handful of his hair and pull 
his head back, the cuffs rattle against the headboard. 

"Fuck Lars..fuck..” 

| lean over and unlock the cuffs so | can turn him around to face me. He wraps his arms around my neck as | 
pull him around and starts thrusting his hips back and forth on mine, | lean back on my elbows. | grab hold of 


the tie again and use it to keep him close to me. 


His movements are becoming more erratic, | hold him down hard on my cock and force my tongue into his 


mouth again as he comes. He shivers and lets me pull him closer so | can fuck him hard until | finish. 


| feel electricity burn through me, starting in my hips and running all the way from my head to my toes. A 
few more thrusts into him and I'm finished, | fall back against the bed, he stays seated on my hips. 


"Mother..motherfuck.."Lars says, panting. He tries to pull himself off me, "Need. gonna shower." 
| still have a hold on the tie, "Don't." 


He grunts when | pull him down again, so we're lying chest to chest. | stroke my other hand over his arms and 


the back of his neck. 

"You don't need a shower." 

"Says you." 

"Are you back sassing your headmaster again?" 


He grumbles, "No." 


"No what?" 
"No..sir." 
| reward him with a kiss to the top of his head, "That's better." 


| give him a little pat on the butt when | finally decide to let him up. He stumbles off and pulls off the tie and 
takes off what used to be a shirt but is now only good for polishing my cars. 


"Well, there goes that Halloween costume." 

| shrug and gesture to him to bring me my other beer, he does so and | take a sip, "I'll get you another.” 
He walks around picking up the pieces of various costumes, | hear my stomach growl. 

"Hey, babe, | could really go a sandwich right now." 

His lips form a thin line, "And | spose you want me to get you one, don't you?" 

"You make them so well." 


He rolls his eyes but | see a smile playing at the corner of his mouth, "What do you want on this sandwich, if | 


were To get it for you?" 

"Just ham..and just a little cheese..and maybe a slice or two of tomato if there is any...” 

"Is that all?" 

"Bring me up some more beer too. And put some relish on the sandwich!" 

He's already halfway down the stairs so | have to yell after him. He yells back that l'm pushing it. | smile and 
lean back against the pillows, the boy makes a good sandwich. He takes his sweet time but eventually brings up 
a plate with some sandwiches on and a couple more cans of beer. 

"So, what am | going to go as for Halloween since you can't control yourself around my ACDC costume?" 

| shove some more sandwich into my mouth and shrug. 

"How about we just go as the Flintstones again?" | offer. 


He chews in that noisy way he does when he's thinking, "Hmm, alright. But | call dibs on Fred this time." 


Ah, fuck 


